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intelligent still gleaming darkly amid the
weedy abysms of the sentimental brake.
Icarus, one would say, rather, Daedalus, for that
he, etc., etc.," and even after that he would
have gone through it barbarously revising,
knocking out "ambushed" in favour of
" ambuscadoed " or even " embuscadoed,"
and dropping in adventitious tropes. Writing
such as his is at its worst seems to me to have
the vilest possible fault : it is " made up/7 it is
heartless rococo. And if the same criteria
that we apply to him are applied to others we
shall find that all sorts of English writers
stay in our net, and that writers of many
different kinds slip through it. Contortions
are not in themselves evidence of artificiality ;
and there is a kind of hollow simplicity and
clarity which rings more false than anything
in the world. For at bottom " the style is the
man," and a style which, whatever its other
merits or defects, annoys us by its air of arti-
ficiality, is merely the mask of a man who does
not really mean, or feel, what he says. Here I
must introduce a qualification. Anyone who
took the above remarks literally might get the
false impression that I was suggesting that,
provided two styles were equally free from
pose, they are equally meritorious. This
would be ridiculous, a man's style is adorned
by all kinds of things ; some most unaffected
people have no ear ; others have a mania for
digressions; others have a small or inexact
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